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the strug'g-le that was going on within her soul,

the interior conflict between the longing for her

own future happiness and self-sacrifice for the

sake of one who for so long had taken a par-

ent's place in her regard. Yes, Eileen was called

upon to make a sacrifice, one that would have
momentous consequences both for herself and
for those concerned.

As she sat alone in her room, anxious

thoughts, one after another, crowded in upon
her troubled and perplexed mind. Would she

be able to make a decision that would satisfy

her conscience? Would she be a prey to re-

morse and regrets after she had taken the final

step, after she had embraced the state of life

now open to her? Was the sacrifice of all this

happiness really demanded of her? Could
nothing else be done for grandmother?

In the distant future Eileen saw happy chil-

dren, a fond husband, a cheerful home, every-

thing the world could offer to satisfy the crav-

ings of her yearning heart. It all beckoned
her onAvard irresistibly. Yes, she was certain

that it was for her. How could it be otherwise?
Then another picture rose before her-—grand-

mother, old and feeble, now blind, lying on a

bed of pain, calling for her, for the assistance

of one whose outward garb indicated a life de-

voted to the service of the sick and suffering.

Eileen was willing to care for grandmother,
she was even eager to do it. In her heart she
felt that it was a debt of gratitude she owed
grandmother for all the years of patient toil

and self-sacrifice, so nobly endured for her
sake, and without which she should never have
reached the goal of her ambition. But if she
rejected this opportunity of gaining Harold
now, Avould ho still love her? Would he not

discard her for another upon whom to bestow
his wealth and affection? To draw back now
would mean the loss of a bright and happy
future. Grandmother would not expect it; she

had always wished that Eileen should be happy,
and she would do so even now.

Suddenly Eileen rose from lier dream. The
inward struggle had exhausted her mentally
and physically. But the decision was final. She
would tell Harold of the duty she OAved grand-
mother,- and of her determination to sacrifice

lier happiness in order to afford comfort and
relief to one Avhose sojourn on earth Avas near-
ing its close.

Day after day found Eileen faithful to her
resolution. Loving Avords of gratitude, a fond
clasp of the hand, from time to time, told her
hoAV much her sacrifice Avas being appreciated.
She deemed this her recompense for faithful-

ness to duty. And Avhen, five months later, she
knelt at the deathbed of the one for Avhom she
had offered her happiness, and her hand rested
on the broAV noAv cold in death, her heart Avas
breaking AA^th grief. Still there Avas in her soul
an interior ])eace, a sweet peace, tlie reward of
loving self-sacrifice.

Years have come and gone. In the living
room of the Tillman home, Harold and Eileen
are discussing the future career of their eldest
son, Harold, Junior. Next Aveek Avill find him
among the frolicking Freshmen of Villanova
College. While father and mother are eagerly
aAA^aiting the laurels Avhich Avill one day be his,

ripples of laughter and outbursts of joy com-
ing from the nursery rouse them from their
joyous anticii)ati()ns.


